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machine, that evening before Christmas ; as (con- 
found it !) I felt myself obliged to leave them alone 
together just at the interesting moment, and they had 
made it all up before I thought it proper to return ! 

However, I had my revenge. Mr. Lee (I wish to 
be understood and believed on this point) never 
flirted any more with me, however mildly — "never 
no more." He went to Europe, but a little later, and 
took his wife, leaving his little son with his notable 
New England mother, who was sure to take good 
care of him though she might not permit him to 
romp too hilariously. They were kind enough to be- 
lieve that I had been of service to them ; and I was 
the recipient of certain rings, one of which Harry 
Lee gave me with what I thought was rather a con- 
scious look, and the other of which Gracie Lee gave 
me with no shamefacedness and a hearty kiss. 

I saw them together, and at home again, in a pretty 
new home over which, taught by some mistakes in 
the past, the wife was sole mistress, apparently very 
happy, the next Christmas; and I think that Mrs. 
Lee, under some sort of idea that she owed the 
recovery of her husband to her sewing-machine, 
looked upon that useful article as a species of good 



WINTER PASTIMES. 

fairy, and her seat at it as a place of refuge, and al- 
ways was to be found sewing when things went at all 
crooked in the household. 

My after-acquaintance with them, at all events, 
showed that the indolent, useless, and self-willed 
wife had become the busy, useful, and gentle one; 
and that the husband, who had begun by misunder- 
standing her, had come fully back to his senses, and 
grown much wiser as to the quality of the woman 
with whom he had been intrusted. And something 
of this, if not all of it, was the result of a little flirta- 
tion nipped in the bud, and of My Christmas Re- 
venge. — Kitty Wing. 
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NEW YEAR'S BELLS. 

Ring, bells, ring, with your mellow din, 

King the old year out and the new year in ! 

Like the voices of birds from the old gray spire, 

Let your silvery music rise higher and higher ; 

Floating abroad o'er the hillside bare 

In billows of sound on the tremulous air, 

Let it rise and fall with the fitful gale : 

Tell over city and wood the tale ; 

Say that to-night the old year dies ! 

Bid the watchers look to the eastern skies, 



For the beautiful halo that tells afar 

Of the welcome rise of the new year's star ! 

Ring the old year out, with its sighs and tears, 
Its withering heart-aches and tiresome fears; 
Away with its memories of doubt and wrong, 
Its cold deceits and its envyings strong, 
All its pandering lures to the faltering sense, 
All its pitiful shams and cold pretense. 
We will heap them together and bind them fast 
To the old man's load as he totters past. 
The ills that he brought he may take again ; 
Keep we the joys, let him bury the pain ! 
Ring soft, oh bells, as he goes to rest 
Far in the shades of the darkening west ! 

Ring, bells, ring, with a merry din ! 

The old year has gone with its care and sin ! 

Smiling and fair, at the eastern gates, 

Clad in tinted light, the new year waits 1 

Welcome him in with the rosy band, 

Who wait the wave of his beckoning hand : 

Hope, with her wreaths of sweet spring flowers, — 

Joy for the summer's glowing hours, 

Plenty and peace for the fruitful fall, 

And love for all seasons — best of all. 

Ring merrily, bells ! — o'er the blushing skies 

See the beautiful star of the new year rise ! • 

— Mrs. L. M. Blinn. 



